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Layover
by Kyle hurst
The news didn’t ruin my appetite. My stomach, running on its own timetable, 
demanded food. I suppose she thought we’d both part ways after she said her 
SLHFHEXW,LQKXQJU\GHÀDQFHUHPDLQHGZDLWLQJIRUP\RUGHUWRDUULYH:KHQ
it came, she didn’t touch her plate and after a couple tense minutes of  watching 
me eat, she left some cash on the table and departed. I sat there and watched her 
make her exit. I didn’t say anything. You could always depend on me to clam up in 
situations like this. Maybe at a later date, when I could look back on this moment 
from a distance, I’d have something to say to her. On second thought, maybe not. 
$VWRLFVLOHQWDQGSHUPDQHQWULIWLQDUHODWLRQVKLSZDVPRUHSRHWLF,WÀWZLWKWKH
running theme in my life.
 Sitting there at the bar I worked my way through my food. It was late, 
and for as small a bar as this was, about as full as it was going to get for a Friday 
night. I liked the place; it was cozy. Current events may tarnish this place with bad 
memories, but I’d be back. There wasn’t a single bar in the area I’d rather be. I had 
QRUHDVRQWRVWD\XSDQ\ODWHUWKDQ,ZDVVRDIWHU,ÀQLVKHGP\PHDODQGGRZQHG
WKHUHVWRI P\GULQN,PDGHIRUKRPH7KHEDUZDVQHDUWKHRIÀFHZKLFKPHDQW
ÀQLVKLQJP\HYHQLQJFRPPXWHE\WUDLQDVXVXDO
 There was only one other person in sight on the platform: a coat lain over 
a bench 20 feet away, backside up and with two small legs sticking out from the 
bottom. Coat-legs had the right idea; it was much too late for decent, productive 
people to be awake but the idea of  commuting in the morning, among the nine 
WRÀYHUVZLWKXQNHPSWKDLUDQGZULQNOHGFORWKHVDVWHPSWLQJDVVOHHSDWWKDW
PRPHQWZDVNHSWPHDZDNH,QWKHORQJZKLOH,VDWWKHUHÀJKWLQJP\H\HOLGV
trains bound for elsewheres slid into to the station, paying lip service to the 
platform with their open doors and empty cars. Completing this perfunctory duty, 
they rolled forward into the darkness, quietly tracing their way out along the lines 
that ran into the night.
 Women were like these trains. Bound for other destinations, they’d pass 
through my station. Every time they made their stop I would be there same as 
ever, eternally stuck in transit. She always arrived late--something that initially 
annoyed me, but I quickly came to expect. During this short layover we would 
catch up and then, when our polite rendezvous was over, she’d slip out back into 
the world, off  to wherever the tracks took her, and I would remain. It was alright, 
I decided, I wasn’t the right kind of  passenger, besides, Honeymoons are a tourist 
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WUDSDQ\ZD\V,FRQWLQXHGWRFRQVROHP\VHOI XQWLOWKHSDLQLQP\OHIWLQGH[ÀQJHU
DQGULJKWULQJÀQJHUVXEVLGHGLWZDVDSV\FKRVRPDWLFUHVSRQVHWKDW,IRXQG
VWUDQJHDQGVSHFLÀF7KH\RQO\DFKHGZKHQ,ZD[HGQRVWDOJLF3K\VLFDOSDLQDVLGH
the response was a good reminder that I needed to stop fretting over things I 
FRXOGQ·WFRQWURODOLWWOHÁDVKLQJOLJKWRQWKHPHQWDOFRQWUROSDQHOWKDWDOHUWHGWKH
brain to destructive emotions. Head shook. Shoulders shrugged. sho ga nai. It 
couldn’t be helped.
 Wicked Witch of  the West still lay under Dorothy’s coat by the time 
my train arrived. Taking my seat by the window, the only other person in the 
car was some businessman, legs sprawling out into the aisle and his magazine 
pitched over his face to block out the overhead lights. I’m sure he was past caring 
how ridiculous he looked. Considering how likely his life mirrored the lives of  
other salarymen who commute to the city, I couldn’t in good conscience pass 
judgement. A crowded commute into the city, long hours, a commute back only to 
ÀQG\RXUIDPLO\DVOHHSDQGDIHZKRXUVLQEHGDKHDGRI \RXEHIRUHJHWWLQJXSWR
wash, rinse, repeat was far down my list of  preferred fates.
 )RUW\ÀYHPLQXWHVODWHUWKHWUDLQDUULYHGDWP\VWRS)URPWKHUH,KDGD
short bike ride ahead of  me. I had rounded third, here comes home. It was better 
that things didn’t work out. The next one will be the one, just be patient.
Train to bike. Bike to door. Key to lock.
Coat to rack. Face to pillow.
Mind to her.
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